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Dar.A boone (my foueraigne) for my leruice done. 

Kin. I pray thee peace my foule is fuli of forrow. 

Dar. I will not tife vnlefic your highnefle grant. 

Km. Then fpeakeat cnce,what isit thou demandeft ? 
Dar. The forfeit (Soueraige) ofmy feruants life, 

Who flew today a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attending on the Duke of AT orffolke. 

Kin. Hauel a.tongue todome my brothers death, 

And fhall thefame giue pardon to a flaue; 

My brother flew no man, his fault was nought. 

And yet his puniihment was cruell death. 

Who fued to me for him?vvho in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete,and bad me be aduifde ? 

Whofpake of brother-hood,who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule.did forfake 
The snighty^r»/r4f,and did figbt fofme? 

Who told me in the field at Tewxbury, 

When Oxford had me downe he refcued me. 

And fay d deare brother liue and be a King ? 

Who told me when We both lay in the field, 

Frozen almoft to death, how he lapt me 
Euen in his owne armes, and gaue himfelfè 

AU thinneand naked tothenumbecold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutiflywrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde» 

Butwhen yourcartersor your waytingraffailes 
Hauc done a drunken flaughter, and defac d 
Theprecious Image ofourdeareft Redcemer, 

You ftcaight are on your kneesfor pardon,pardon 
And I vniuftly too,muft grant it you, 

But for my brother not a man would Ipeake, 

Nor I (vngracious)ipeakevntomy felfe, 

For him poore foule: the proudeft one you all 
Haue beene beholding to him in his Ufe, 

Yet none of you would once pleade for his life: 

Oh God, I fêare thy iuftice will take hold 

On me,and you,and mine,and yours for this. (Exit'. 

Come H^//»^^helpe me to my clolet,oh poore Clarence , 
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{>ƒ Richard the T'hird. A 

Git - This is the fruit of rawnefie : marke you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the jQueene, 

Xookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death t 
Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But ccme iets in r ' 

To comfort Edvtard ivith our company. Ëxemi* 

Enter Dutches of Torfeyivith Clarence Children. 

Boy. Tellmegood Granam, is our Fatherdead ? 

Dut. No Boy. ( breafl: ? 

Boy. Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 
Andcry,Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne l 

Girle.\N hy doe you looke on vs and fliake your head ? 
Andcall vs wretched , Orphanes, caflawaies, 
Jfthatournoble Fatherbe aliue ? 

Dut. Mypritty Cofens you miftake me much, 
ïdolament the fickneïïe of the King G 
As loth to loofe him now your Fathers dead : 

It were lort labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy hen Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my vncle is too blame for this : 

God will reuenge it, whoml will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that efteét 
B>ut .Peace Children peace,the King dothioue you well 
Incapable and fliallow inocents, 

T ou cannot gefle who cauled your Fatbers death. 

t ff' Granam > wec? - n : fcrmy good Vncle Gïocefter, 
To.d me, the King prouoked by the Ou_eene 3 

Deuis’d impeachments toimprifonhirn : 

.-nd when hc told me fo he wept. 

And hugd me in his armes, and kindly kift my cheekes, . 

P ad - me relie on him as one my Father, 

And he would ione me dearely ashisChilde. 

a nA W *? h that deceit ^ oul d fieale fuch gentle fiianes. 
And with a vertuou s vizard hïd c foule gmle ' * 

Heismyforme yeaand therein my fhame V 

y r °m my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Cm, te» diffemtóe, Granam f 

"«'•Icannotthinkeirj liarlie, wliat noyfcis this'' " 

---- £nt£2 

























































































